the salt of the people's cause, the glory of the revolution."
He paused to take a sip of Liebig from a cup his wife had
brought him when we came in. He did it just as a speaker who
is getting hoarse takes a sip of water on the platform. As his
historical reminiscences had by this time come pretty well up to
date, I thought he was done; but he suddenly switched off from
history to moral exhortation.
"Look at me!" he said, "going on for eighty, and as sound as
a bell, except for this complaint in my heart, brought on by its
bleeding for the people and by overwork on the platform. Thats
because I am a teetotaler, young man. And why am I a teetotaler?
Because the cause of the people has been drink to me and stimu-
lant to me and courage and warmth to me. Have I ever taken
money for my principles? Never. The exploiting classes have
offered over and over again to finance me. But I have never
accepted a penny."
"Except from your wife," I remarked, thoughtlessly.
For a moment he was completely taken aback. Then he said,
with indescribable majesty, "Never. It is a foul lie; and whoever
told it to you lies in his black throat. Prove to me that my wife
has ever accepted a farthing from any oppressor of the people—
that she has ever possessed a coin that was not earned by her own
honest toil—and I will never look on her face again."
"Thats not precisely what I mean," I said, rather lamely; for
I perceived that he had missed my point; and I rather doubted
whether an explanation would mend matters. But he went on
impetuously, being constitutionally a bad listener.
"My wife is a crown of rubies to me," he said, with feeling.
"But I have always kept her out of the rough and tumble of
political strife. It has broken me up; but at least I have shielded
her from it." Here he wiped away a tear. "And when I think," he
went on, "that there are men who are at this present moment
plotting to give the vote to middle class women and deny it to
my wife, I feel that I could rise from my bed like a young man
and fight with my last breath against it as I did against the
abomination of 1832,"
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